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Chapter 1/1 


Author's Notes: 
This is set in the Black Album era, and it\'s my first (and so far only!) purely Metallica fic. 


Layers of Pretense 


His balls tightened sharply, warning him that his orgasm was imminent, but the only outward sign was the 
convulsive squeeze of his fist in blonde hair, the scent of hairspray drifting to his nose as the woman at his 
feet choked down every drop before he let her move her head back, his softening cock slipping out of her 
mouth. 


James thought her name began with S, but couldn't recall for sure and didn't much care. She was 
unremarkable, disposable. Meaningless, like they all were. He tipped the beer bottle in his other hand into his 
mouth, draining it and looking at the man beside him. Fist holding the blonde still when she would have tried to 
stand. 


‘Its Lars's turn, baby," James told her, smirking at the spark of heated resentment in his bandmate's green 
eyes. Jason and Kirk had their own groupies towards the front of the bus; James and Lars shared tonight and 
as always, James had gone first. Forcing the Dane to follow behind. 


"Both of you?" she asked, voice trembling with something or other. Excitement perhaps; hero worship; hell, 
maybe even fear. His hand gentled in her hair and he smiled down at her. No need to be a total prick about it. 


"Think you can handle both of us?" 


She nodded and he grinned, praising her wordlessly as Lars unzipped, moving to stand in easy reach. James 
stood slightly behind her, fingers still tangled in the sticky, product-laden strands of bleached hair as she 


sucked Lars's cock, and he watched. 


Watched the smooth, hard flesh disappear into a once-painted mouth that stretched wide to take it in. The 
quiver in the drummer's stomach when she got a good rhythm going. The way his hair was plastered to his 
neck and shoulders from the concert they'd finished not half an hour before, sweat still sheening his bare 


torso. 


Watched the slow clouding of green eyes, hazed with arousal, and the pretty bottom lip jutting out as his 
mouth opened in a soundless moan, and finally, the startled jerk of bony hips in sweet release as James 


mouthed, ‘Fuck yout. 


It was meant as a promise, and Lars knew it. Because when the nameless, faceless sluts had been herded off 
the bus, and Kirk and Jason had passed out from too much booze or coke or both, James would rouse Lars 
from whatever sleep he might have snatched and spread him open: fingers and tongue teasing that tight 


puckered flesh until the Dane whimpered in longing. In need. 


And when the proud, aggressive drummer begged for it, was down on his fucking hands and knees begging with 
his ass raised high and his knees spread wide in invitation, then, oh, then James would make good on that 
promise, impaling Lars on his rigid cock until all that goddamned attitude spurted out of him when he finally let 
Lars come. Fucking him until all that was left was a shivering, needy man who would curl up against his chest 
and let James pet him back into sleep. Who would let James love him. 


For now, James settled for another beer, the blowjob having taken the edge off of the energy swirling through 
him from performing so that he could begin to relax. The remaining band members joined him as the women 


left, four boneless men nursing their own private thoughts. 
Ever the brightsider, Kirk raised his bottle. "Let's drink to fucking.” 


"To fucking," James echoed. Blue eyes razored in on smoky green as he swallowed the obligatory mouthful, 
seeing the vague ruffling of the drummer's composure at the continued teasing, hidden from the others and 


yet so, so dangerous. A smirk hovered over James's lips. He wouldn't push it any more, not now. Not until he 


had Lars stretched naked and vulnerable beneath him later. Then he would tease, a different kind of teasing 


altogether, until all Lars had room for inside him was James. 


Fucking Lars Ulrich. Yeah, Hl drink to that. 


